Zhao's work fills about one thousand flimsy sheets stored beneath her desk. She now says she has completed the main part of the labor: "I've finished. Now I'm revising.
I'll hand it in this year." Zhao was assigned the translation by a cultural committee in 1962, but the project was delayed for many years by a movement in China that criticized humanism, then by the Cultural Revolution. She characterizes her introduction to the translation as "more popular than scholarly. For the first time I'm trying to win an audience." 1 This past spring Whitman appeared in Time magazine and elsewhere in relation to the death of novelist Alan Paton, author of Cry, the Belo'Ved Country, who died in Botha's Hill, near Durban, South Africa, in April of this year. Paton was long an admirer of Lea'lJeS of Grass, and Time prints a two-page incomplete "Literary Remembrance" which was found among Paton's papers. Here he writes about "the emotion 1 felt when 1 read certain pieces,"-and he says "I have just again read Whitman's threnody on the death of Abraham Lincoln." After quoting the first six lines of "When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom'd," Paton comments that this poem "is one of the most memorable tributes paid by any human being to another, and it is matched by the immortal words of General Jan Christian Smuts, at the graveside of his friend, fellow-soldier, and Prime Minister, Louis Botha, in 1919." Smuts, of course, was also one who championed Whitman as a man and poet. 2 This $ummer Whitman has remained in the popular media through his association with baseball. He is frequently mentioned in the successful baseball movie Bull Durham, where one character assigns him to the "Cosmic All-Stars"; the movie concludes with Whitman's post-Civil War words about how baseball is "our game-the American game," and how it will "repair these losses, and be a blessing to us." And this May in Sports Illustrated, in a section called "From the Publisher," Donald J.
Barr notes:
The lo~g association between baseball and literature probably began in July 1846, when a reporter for the Brooklyn Eagle named Walt Whitman wrote, "In our sundown perambulations, of late, through the outer parts of Brooklyn, we have observed several parties of youngsters playing 'base,' a certain game of ball." Nowadays, if one were to perambulate through
